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THE LAST GOOD NIGHT.

Close her eyelids—press them geutly
O’'er the dull snd leaden eyes,

For the soul that made them lovely
Hath returned unto the skies;

Wipe the death-dropsfrom her forchead,
Sever one dear goldeu tress,

Fo'd her icy bands all meekly,
Bmooth the little snowy dress ;

Seatter flowers o'er her pillow—
Gentle flowers so pure and white—

Lay the bud upon her borom,
There—now softly say—ygood night,

Though our tears flow fast and faster,
Yet we would not call her back,
We are glad her fect vo longer,
Tread life's roagh and therny track;
Weare glad our Heavenly Father
Took her while her henrt was pure,
We are glad he did not leave her
All life's trouble to endure;
We are glad—and yet the tear-drop
Fulleth, for alas we know
That our fire-side will be lonely,
We shall miss our darling so.

While the twilight shadows gather,
We shall wait in vainto feel,
Little arms, all white and dimpled,
Round our necks so softly steal;
Our wet cheeks will miss the pressure
Of sweot lips so warm and red,

And our bosoms sadly, sudly,
Miss that darling little head

Which wus wont to rest there sweetly,
And those azure eyes #o bright,

We shall miss their loving glances,
We shall miss their soft yood night.

When the morrow's sun is shining,

They will take this cherished form,
They will bear it to the church-yard,

And consign it to the worm ;
Well—whut mntter? It is only

The cloy dress our darling wore;
Giod has robed her as ungel,

She hath need of thisz no more;
Fold her hauds, and o'er her p llow

Beatter flowers all pure nnd white,
Kiss that marble brow and whisper

Once aguin, alust good night.

Miscellaneous,

AN OLD LADY'S STORY,

BY DICKENS.

I have never told you my secret, my
vdear nieces, llowever, this Christmas,
*which may be the last 1o an old woman,
-1 will give the whele story ; for though it
is a sirange story; and a sad one, il is
“true ; and what sin \here wasin it, | trust
‘1 moy have expiated by my tesrs and my
wrepentauce. Perhaps the last expiation
+of all is this painful confession.

We were very young at the time, Lu-
rcy and [, and the neighb rs said we were
pretty. So we were, | believe, though
-entirely different; for Lucy was quiet, and
fair, and J was [ul of life and spirits ;

wild beyond any power of control, and
reckless, I was the elder by 1wo years;
'but more fit to be in leading strings my-
self than to guide or govern my sister.
But she was so good, so quiet, and so
wise, that she needed no one’s guidance ;
for if advice was to be given, it was her
who gave it, not [; and 1 never knew her
judgment or perception {uil. She was
the darling of the house. My mother
had died soon after Lucy was born. A
picture in the dining.room of her, in
spite of all the difference of dress, was
exactly like Lucyj and, as Lucy was
now seventeen, and mother hod been on.
ly eighteen when it was taken, there was
no discrepancy of years:

One All-Hallow's eve, a party of us—

all young girls, not one of us twenty
years of age—were trying our fortunes
round the drawing-room fire; throwing
nuts into the bright blsze, to hear il myth-
ic *“He's" loved any of us, and in whal
proportion ; or pouring hot lead into wa-
ter, to find cradles and rings, or purses
and coffins; or bresking 'he whites of
eggs into tumblers half full of water, and
then drawing pictures of the future—the
preitiest experiment of all, I remember
Lucy could only make a recumbens fig-
ure of her's like a marble monument in
miniature ; and I, a moze of masks,
skulls, and things that looked like dancing
spes or imps, and vapory lines that did
not require much imagination to fashion
into ghosts or spirits ; fur they were clear-
ly human in the outline, but thia and va-
pory. And we all laughed a great deal,
and teased one another, and were us full
of fon and mischief, and innocgpee and
thonghtlessness, as'a uest of young birds.

was a cerlain room at the other
end of our rambling old manor-house,
which was said (o be haunted, and which
my lather had theretore discontinued as a

Well, it was pro
posed that one of us should gointo (his
room alone, lock the door, stand before »
glass, pare and eat an apple very deliber-
ately, looking fixedly in the glass all the
time ; and then, if the mind never once
wandered, the future husband would be
clearly shown in the mirror nguinst the |
wall. As | was always the (wol-hardy
girl of every party, and was, moreover,
very desirivus of seeing that apocryphal
individual, my flature hushaund. (whose
non=appearance | used to wouder at and
bewail in secret,) | was glad enough to
make the wial, notwithstanding the en-
treaties of some of the more timid. Lu-
cy, above all, clung 1o me, and besought
me enmestly not to go—at last, "almost
with tears. But my pride of courage,
and my curiosivy, and a certain nameless
feeling of attractiou, were too strong for
me. [ laughed Lucy and her abetiors in-
to silence ; uttered half a dozen bravadoes,
and wking up nbed-room candle, passed
hrough the long silent passages to the
cold, dnrk, deserted room—my heart beat-
ing with excitement, my foolish lead diz-
zy with hope eud faith. The church-
clock chimed a quarter past wwelve as |
opened the door,

It was an awful night. The windows
shook. as if" every instant they would
burst in with some sirong man’s hand on
the bars, and his shoulder against the
frames; and the trees howled and shrieked
as if each branch were sentient and in
pain, 'T'he ivy beatagsainst the window,
sometlimes with fury, and sometimes with
the leaves slowly scraping ngainst the
glass, and deawing out lung shrill sounds,
like spirits erying to each other. In the
room it was worse, Rats had made it
their refuge for many years, and they
rushed behind the wainscot and down in-
side the walls, bringing with them show-
ers of lime and dust, which rattled like
chains, or sounded like men's feet hurry-
ing 1o and fro ; and every now and then
wery broke through the room, one could
not tell from where er from xhat, but a
ery, distinct and human ; heavy blows
seemed to be struck on the floor, which
erscked like parting ice beneath my feet,
and loud knockings shook the walls. Yet
in this tumult, | was not afraid. 7 reas.
oned on each new sound very calmly—
wnd said, **'Those are rats,” or *‘those are
leaves,” and *‘birds in the chimney,"” or
“‘awls in the ivy,’” as each new howl or
seream strnck wy ear.  And I was notin
the least frightened or disturbed ; it all

corner of it. I lifted lids of boxes filled
with the dust of ages, and with rotiing
paper lying like bleaching skin. | 1ok
down the chimney board, sud soot and
ashes flew up like clouds 1 opened dim
old closets, where all mauner of fou! in-
sects had made their homes, and where
daylight had not entered for generations :
but I found nothing. &atisfied that noth-
ing human was in the room, and that no
one could have been there to-night, nor
for many months, if not years, and sull
nerved to a state of desperate courage, |
went buek to the drawing-room. But as
I left that room 1 fit that something
flowed out with me: and, through the
long passages, | retained the sensation
that this something was behind me. My
steps were heavy, the consciousness of
pursuit having poralyzed, not quickened
me : for [ knew that when I left that
haunted room I had not left it alone. As
I opened the drawing-room door, the
blazing fire and the strong lamp-light
bursting out upon me with a peculiar ex-
pression of cheerfulness and welcome, |
heard n laugh close at my elbow,an/ felt
a hot blast across my neck. [ started
back, bnt the laugh died away, and o1l 1
saw were lwo points of light, fiery and
flaming, that somehow lashioned them-
selves into eyes beneath their heaavy
brows, and loocked at me meaningly
through the darkness.

T'hey all wanted to know what [ had
seen; but [ refused to say a word; not lik.
ing to tell a fulsehood then, and notliking
to expnse myself to ridicule. Fot 1felt
that what I had secen was Lrue, and that
no sophistry end no argument, no reason
and no ridicule, could shuke my beliel in
it. My sweet Lucy came up to me, see-
ing me look so pule and wild, threw her
arms around my neck, and leaned [orward
to kiss me. As she bent her head, 1 felt
the same warm blast rush vver my lips,
and my sweet sister eried, *Why, Lizzy,
your lips burn like fire I

And so they did, and for long afler.—
The presence was with me sull, never

He was certainly very handsome: tall,
durk, vel pale as marble—his very lips
were pale; with eyes ¢hat were extremely
bright, but which had an expression bee
hind them that subdued me. Uis wans
ners were graceful. He was very cor
dial 10 us, and made us stay a long time,
taking us through his grounds 10 see his
improvements, and pointing out here and
there further alierations 1o be made, all
with such a disregard for local difficulties,
and for cost, that, had he been one of the
princes of the genii, he could not have
talked wore royally.  lle was more than
mersly attentive to me; s]wukmq to me
ofien and in a lower voice, Yending down
near me, and looking at me with eves that
thrilled through every nerve and fibre.—
I saw that my father was uneasy; and
when we left, | asked him how he liked
our new neighbor.  He sad, *Not much,

ed look, as if he had orobed the weask-
ness | wus scarcely conscious of myself,
[ thought at the time he was harsh.

Howeéver, as there was nothing posi-
tive to object toin Mr. Felix, my father's
inpulse of distrust could nov be indulged
without rudeness; nnd my dear father was
too thoroughly a gentleman cver to be
rude even to his enemy. e therefore,
saw a great deal of the stranger, who es-
tnblished himsellin our house on the most
fumillinr fuoling, and forced on my father
and Lucy an intimacy they both disliked
but eould not avoid.  For it was forced
with sueh consummnate skill and tact,tha
there was nothing which the most rigid
could objeet to.

| gradually became an altered being un-
der his unfluence. In one thing only «
happier—in the loss of the voiceund the
form that had haunted me. Since | had
known Felix, this terror had gone. “I'he
reality had absorbed the shadow.,  DBut in
notling e'se was this strange man's influ-
eyed over me beneficial. | remember
that L used to hate myself for my exces-

away from him,

leaving me day nor night; by my pillow,

never absent, busy at my broin, busy at
my heart—a form everbanded o me, It

eyes and mire, and dimmed so that 1
could scarcely see their beauty, It drown-
ed my futher's voice, and his words fell
diffused and indistinet,

seemed natural and familiar. T placed
tiie cundle on a table in the midst of the
room where ar old broken mirror stoad ;|
and looked steadily into the glsss, [having |
first wiped off the dust, ] I begun to eut|
Eve's forbidden fruit, wishing intently,
as 1 had been bidden, for the apparition of
my future husband,

[n about ten minutes, [ heard a dull,
vague, unearthly sound ; felt, not heard.
It was as if countless wings rushed by,
and small low voices whispering, too—as
if a crowd, a multitude of life was about
me* us if shadowy faces crushed up
against me, and eyes and hands, and
sneering lips, all mocked me. I wassuf-
foented ; the air was so heavy, so filled
with life that I could not breathe. 1 was
pressed or all sides, and could not turn
nor move without parting thickening va-
pors. 1 heard my own nime, I can
swear to thatto-day ! Theard it repested
through the room, and then bursts of
laughter followed, and the wings rustled
and fluttered, and the whispering voices
mocked and chattered, and the heavy air
so filled with life, hung heavier and thick-

and checked the breath on my lips, with
the clammy breath from theirs,

I was not alarmed ; I was notexcited ;
but | was fascinated and spell-bonnd ; yet
with every sense seeming to possess ten
times its natural power, I still went on
looking in the glass, still earnesily desir-
ing an apparition, when suddenly | saw
a man’s face peering over my shoulder in
the glass. Girle, I could draw that {ace
to this hour! 'The low forehead, with
the short curling hair, black as je!, grow.
ing down in a sharp point ; the dark eyes,
beneath thick eye-brows, burning with a
peculiar light: the nose and the dilating
nostrils : the thin lips curling intoa smile
—I see them all plainly before me now.
And oh! the smile that it was!—the
mockery and sneer, the derision, the
sarcasm, the contempt, the victory that
were in it ! even then it struck me into a
sense of submission. The eyes looked
full into mine; those eyes fastened on
each other : and, as [ ended my task, the
church clock chimed the bhalf-hour : and,
suddenly releaséd, as if from a spell, I
turned round, expecting to see a living
man standing beside ma. But I met on-
ly the chill air coming in from the loose
window, and the solitude of the dark night,
The life had gone : the wings had rushed
away : the voices had died out, and I
was alone-—with the rats behind the
wainscot, the ow's hooting in the vy, aud

dwelling-room, that we clildren might

the wind howling (hrough the (rees.

er, and the things pressed up to me closer, |

our neighborhood,

years, not since the voung bride, Muys

knew—Iying by the chopel door.

one would live there.
gaid that a s ranger, who hud been long i

and four, followed by another full of ser

ession of Green Howe,

with him.

changed, 8s if by magic, and

rnined garden was one mass of plants

house looked larger than before, now tha

er, which was impossible.

Howe. The foreign servants, too, it

necklaces and earrings. the foreign smel
of sandal wood, and camphor, and musk

unknown region.

us int» an inner room, where the darken

ed me. 1 feltasif I had sunk intoa le

Conyinced that either some trick had

Not long alter, a slranger came into
He bought Green
Howe, a deserted old property on theriver
{ side, where no one had lived for many

the East, a Mr, Felix, had now bought it
and that he was coming to reside there.
And, true enough, one day, the whole of
our little town of Hill Snow was in a state
of excitement, for a traveling carriage

My futher called on' him after a tine,
and I, as the mistres of the house, went
Green llowe had been
we
biith said so together, as we entered the
iron gates thatled up the broad walk, The

fresh and green, many of them quite cew
to me; and the shrubbery, which had bren
a wilderness, was restored to order. 'The

it was so beauwtifully decorated, and the
broken rellis-work, which used io hang
dangling amony the ivoy, was matted with
creeping roses, and jnsmine, which left on
me the impression of having been in flow-
It was a fairy
pulace; and we could scarcely believe that
liis was the deserted, ill-omened Green

enstern dresses, covered with rings, and

the curtaing that hung everywhere in
place of doors, some of velve:, and some
of cloth of gold; the air of luxury, such
as |, a simple country gir!, had never seen
before, made such a power'ul impression
on me, that I felt as carried away to some
As we entered, Mr.
Felix came to meet us; and drawing aside
a heavy curtain that seemed all of gold
and fire—for the flame colored flowers
duncd and quivered on the gold—he led

ed lights, the atmosphere heavy with per-
fumrs, the statues, the birds like living
jewels, the magnificence of stuffs, and the
luxuriousness of arrangement overpower-

thargy in which I heard only the rich

disp eased me.

sehool-day friends were irksome and hate.
Hul 1o me,

[to her I never chianged.  But ber ioflu
[ ence seemed te war witli his wonderfully.
{ When wiih him, [ felt borne away in a
I torrent
| rious and thrilling, and he gave fleeting
| glimpses into woras that had never open-
| el themselves to me before; plimpses seen
and gone like the Arabian gardens,

. ‘ WhenI come back to my sweet sister hier

Brsithwaite, had been found in the river | pure eyes and the holy lizht that lay in
one morning, entagled among the dark | them, her gentle voice, speaking of the
weeds and dripping elders, sirangled and | sacred things of heaven and the earnest
drowned, nnd her husband dead—none | things of life, seemed to me like a firmer
The | existence; a state I Lad lived in years ago.
place had a bad name ever since, and no/| But this divided inflaence nearly Killed
However, it was! me; it seemed 10 part my very soul und

1| wreneh my being in twain and this, more
[ than ull the rest, made me sad beyond
| anything people believed posssible in one
so gay and reckless as I had been.

My futher’s dislike to Felix increased
{ duily; and Lucy, who had never been
known to us2 a harsh word in her life,

vante— Hindoos, or Luscars, or negroes: | refused to believe a thought of good in
dark colred, strunge looking people—
passed through, and Mr. Felix took poss-

him, or allow him one single claim to
praise, She used to eling to me in a
wild, beseaching way, and entreat me
with prayers, such as a mother might
huve poured out befire an erring child. 1o
stop in time, and return to those who lov-

us, Lizzie,' she used to say; ‘and nothing

forget every tear and every prayer of her
who, until now, had been my idol and
t| my awe.

to see Felix again. 1 felt as if 1 should
have died. In vain I weptand prayed.
Invain I gave full license 1o my theughis,
and suffered words to flow from my lips
which oughit never to have crept into my
heart.
ble.
1| Twasinthe drawing room. Suddenly,
noiselessly, Felix was beside me. He
|| had not entered by the door, which was
directly in front of me, and the window
was closed. [ never could understand
the sudden appearance, for I am certain
he had not been concealed,

+Your lather has spoken of me,Lizziel’
he continuer,

+Yes,' I answered, impelled to speak by
something stronger than my will.

‘And you intend to obey him?'

‘No, I snid again, in the same manrer,
as if had been taken in a dream.

He smiled again. Who was he so like
.| when he smiled? I could not remember
and vet | knew that he was like some

- | realized.

Lizzie,” with a grave and almost displeas- |

sive irritability of temper when | was
Everything st home
Fverything scemed so
its whispering voice often waking me [rom ' small and mean, and old und poor, wfier
wild dreams: by my side in the broad | the lordly glory of that house; aud the
sunlight;by my sidein the still moonlight; | very carcasses »f my faniily und olden

All except my Luocy lost its
flitted like a cloud between my sister’s! charm; and to her 1 was fLithlul as ever;

His words fell upon me myste-

ed me. *‘Fomyour sou. is lost from among
but a frame remains of the full life of

love you once gave us!” Butone word, one
look, from Felix was enough to make me

At last my laiher enmimanded me not

la vain; my father wus inexora-

one [ had seen—a face that hovered out~
side my memory, on the horrizon, and
never flonted near enongh to be distinctly

*You are right, Lizzie," he then said:

not be frightened by foolish sarvants ;| been played me, or that some one wus : voice, and saw ouly the form of our stran | , there are lies which are stronger than a
aud he had made it into a lumber=place— | eancealed in the room, I searched every | ger host,
a kind of ground.floor granary—where no
one had any business,

| father's command——ties which no man has
power 1o bresk. Meet me 10 orriw  at

\noon in the Low Lane—we will speak
| fusther.’
| He did not say this in any supplicating
| wor in any loving manner; it was simply
u command, unaccompanied by one tender
word or look. He had never said he
loved me—never; it seemed 1o me he too
well understocd between us to need sssur-
ances,
I answered, ‘yes,” burying my face in
my hands; in shame at this my first act of
disobedience to my father; and when 1
raised my hesd, he was gone. Gune as
he had entered, without a footfall sound-
ing ever so lightly.

I met him the next dny, snd it was not

I stole at his command from the house,
to walk with him in the Low Lane—
the lane which the couniry people said
was haunted, and which vias consequent-
ly always deserted. And there we used
to walk or sit under the blighted elm-tree
for hours; he talking, but I understanding
all he said* for there was a tone of gran-
eur and of mystery in his words that
overpowered without enlightening me.,
and that left my spirit dnzzled rather than
eonvineed, | had 1o give reasons at home
for my long ubsences, and he bademe say
that | had been with old Dame Todd, the
blind widow of Thornhill Rise, and that
I had been reading the Bible to har, And
I obeyed, though, while I gaid it, 1 folt
Lucy's eye fixed plaintively on mine, and
heard her murmur a prayer that 1 might
be forgiven,

Lucy grew ill.  As the flowers and the
summer sun came on, her spirits faded
more rapidly sway. I have known since
that it was griel more than malady which
wos killing h r. "The look of nameless
suflering which used to be in her foce has
haunted me through life with undylng
sorrow, It was sulfering that I, who
ought to have died for her, had caused. —
But not even illness stayed me. In the
intervals, I nursed her tenderly and lov-
ingly as before, but for hours and hours 1
I left her—all thrcugh the long summer
—to walkin the Low Lane, and to sit in
my world of poetry and fire, * When 1
cume hack my sister was olien weeping,
and I knew that it was for me-=I, who
once would have given my life to save
her from one hour ef sorrow. Then I
would fling mysell on my knees beside
lier, in anngony of shame and repents
ance, and promise better things of the
morrow, and vow s rong eflorts ngainst
the power and the spell that was on e,
But the morrow subjected me to the same
unhallowed fascinaiion, the same [aith—
lessness.

At last Felix told me that I must come |
with him, thut I must leave my home, and
tuke part in his life; that I Dbelonged to |
him and him only, snd that 1 could not
hreal the tublet of a fate ordained, that
I was his destiny. and he mine, and that
I must fulfil the law which the stars had
written in the sky. T fought against this.
I spoke of my [ather's anger, und of my
sister’s illuess, | prayed to him for pity, |
not to foree this on me. and knelt in the |
shadows of sutumn sunset to ask from
him forbearance,

I did not yield this day, nor the next,
nor for many days. At last he conquers
ed. When I «uid *Yes.? he kissed the |
scarf I wore around my neck. Until then |
he had never truched even my hand with |
his lips. I consented to leave my [ather. |
whose whole life had been one act of love |
and care for his children; and to bring a
siain on our nume, unstained until then. |
| consented to leave those who loved me,
for a stranger.

All was prepared, the hurrying clouds,
lead colored, and the howiing winds, the
fit companionsin natare with the evil and
the despair of my soul. Luey was worse
to-dny—but though I felt going to my
death, in leaving her, I could not resist.
Had his voice called me to the scaffold, [
must have gone, It was the last doy of
October and at midoight, when 1 was to |
leave the house, [ had kissed my sleep- |
ing sister, who was dreaming in her sleep |
ond cried, and giaspid my hand, called
uloud, *Lizzie, Lizzie | come back? Bu
the spell was on me, and I left her, and
still her dreaming voice called our, chok- |
ing with soba, ‘Net there! not there, Liz-
zie! Come back to me?’

I was to leave the house by the large,
old, haunted room that I have spoken of
before: Felix waiting for me outside.
And, a litile sfier twelve o'clock, | opened
the door to pass throngh. I'his time the
chi'l, and the damp, and darkness un.
nerved me. T'he broken mirror was in
the middle of the ronm, as before, and, in
pussing it, 1 mechanicully raised my
eyes. ‘Then I rememie ed that it was
All Hallow's eve, the aun vers.cy of the
apparition ol lnst year. As I looked, the
room which had been so deadly still, be-
came filled with the sounds I had heard
before. The rus<hing of large wings, and
the crowd of whispering vuices flowed
like & river round me: and again, glar-
ing into my eyes, wos the same face in

|

the only time thet | did so * day after day |

ing smile even more triumphant, the
blighting stare of the fiery eyes, the low
brow and the coal black hair, and the
look of mockery. All were there ; and
all I had seen belore and since, for it was
Felix who was gazing at me from the
glass, When I wroed to sposk o him,
tha room was empty. Not a living crea-
ture was there, only a low laugh, and the
far-off voices whispering, and the wings.
And then a hand tapped on the window,
'and the v~ice of Felix eried from outside,
“Come, Lizzie, come !”
I I staggered, rather than wnlhcd,_ to the
window, and as I was close (0 it—m)
hand raised to open it—there stood be-
tween me and it. & pale figure clothed in
white ; her face more pale than the linen
round it Her hair hung down on her
breast, and her blue eyes lovked earnest-
Iy and mournfully inte mine. She was
silent, and yet it seemedas if a volume of
love and of entreaty flowed (rom her lips,
ns if 1 heard words of deathlpss affection.
[t was Luey, standing there in this bitter
midnight cold—giving her life 1o save me.
Felix ealled to me again, impatienly, and
as he enlled, the figure turned, and beck.
oned me : heckoned me genily, lovingly,
heseechingly, and then slowly faded away.
The chime of the hal-hour sounded. snd
1 fled from the rrom of my <ister. [ {ound
her lying dead on the floor 3 her hair
hangng over her hieast, and one hand
streiched out as if in supplication

The next day Felix disappeared; he and
his whole retinue; and Greene llowe fell
into ruins again. No one knew where he
went, as no one knew from whenece le
come, And to this day I sometimes
doubt whether or not he wasa clever nd-
venturer, who had heard of my father's
wenith, and who, seeing my weak and
imaginacy charac'er, had acted on it for
his awn purposes.  All thet 1 know is,
that my sister’s spirit saved me from ruin:
and that ghe died to save me. She hod
seen and known all, and gave hersell for
my salvation down to the last and supreme
effect she made to rescue me. She died
at that hour of half:past twelve—and at
half past twelve, as 1 live before vou all,
she appeared to me and recalled me.

And this is the reason why [ never
married, erd why I pass AllsHallow’s
eve in prayer by my sisler’s grave, I
have told you to night this story of mine,
because | feel that I shull not live over
another last night in October, but before
the next white Christmast roses came out
like winter stars on the earth, I shall be at
peace in the grave. Notin the grave,let
me, Father, hope with my blessed sister

in Heaven.——Household TFords.

-

Inpants’' Ricurs CoxvenTioN-~—A

large snd spirited meeting of infunts was |

recently held in Nurserydom, at which
they nsserted their rights, and called for
an immediate rediess of tve wrongs which
have been inflicted upon them.
“Whereas, We have been brought in-
to existence without being consulted at all
in regurd 10 our feelings and wishes, thus
laying the immediate suthors of our ex~
istence under the strungest obligation to
see that our rights are protected and our

| wants supplied, therefure,

Resolved, That we do earnestly pro-
test agninst the partiality sometimes ex-
hibited by our mothers, in nursing lap-

{doge, snd making parlor companions of

them as though (hey were the feal off-
spring instead of ourselves, while we are
wrued out 10 Bridget,

Resolved, That we claim as our right,
a place in the parental bed, and deem it a
very poor excuse lor tucking uy away
with the nurse that our mother comes
from parties late at night, and does not
wish to be broken of her rest

Resolved, That we are opposed o tak-
ing medicine, when it would geldom be

required if we were properly taken care |

of by our mothers, and especially dn we

raise our vuices agaiust tho practice of

many nurses, who secreily keep a bottle
of putegoric, or Godlrey’s cordial, and

force down our throafs a dose in the eve.

ning, so that we may not disturb them in
the night.

Resolved, That in consequence of

these and other abuses to which we are
subjected, most of us become sickly, and
ahout half our number die before we are
old enough to take care of ourselves,

Resolved, ‘T'hat our cry shall be *War,
war,” and not *Peace, peace,” uniil our
wrongs are redressed, and our rights re-
stored to us.

Noted, That the proceedings of this
{ ‘onvention be published in all the papers

from Maine to Tuxas.”

Tug Empress of France having been
recommended by her physician to exercise
has u pair of skates arranged with wheels
and on them she skifs about on the pol~

islicd floors of ﬁp Tuileries.

Iris snid 1hat a*fust’ young gentleman
heats his shaving water every morning

with the fire of his genius.

A vouxe lady given to taule, says she

the glass that I had ceon before, the sueer-

never tell anything except to two classes
-=those who ask her and thosg who don’t:

Enick Bmacks.

e e —————

.

Iurnessioss ar Frest Sionr.—Thl
subjeet being brought up atthe sopper tas
ble, was getting alked over, when the la-
dy who presided ‘o’er the cups and tea/
said ‘she always formed an idea of a per-
sun ot first sight, and that idea she found
was generally a correct one.” !

‘Mamma," said her youngest son, in &
shrill voice that attracted the attention of
all present.

*Well, iny dear,’ said the fond mother,
‘what do you wam

] want o know,' said Young America,
‘what you thought wheu you first saw
me

There was no anewer to this query,
but we learn a general titter prevailed,
and that Charlie was t«ken into the kitch-
en immediately by the servant,

Wues Shakespeare made Polonius say
that *the apparel oft proclaims the man,’
he could not have foreseen the pranks of
Miss Emma Snodgrass.

Mgz. Surrs, don't you think Mr. Skee-
sick isa young man of parts?’

*Decidedly so, Miss Browu; he is part
numskull, part knave and part fool," ¢

A ruiLosorueR in Putnam's;Magnazine,
suys thyt wommen may make shirts for 8
cents v piece, but he defies them 1o mnke
anything—except shirts. A living must
be picked up by sowe other means.

The eriterion of true besuty is, that it
increases on examination; if false, that it
le=sens. There ix something, therefore,
it true besuty that correzponds with righe
reason, und is not merely the creation of
fancy.

The tariff of 1846 says that ‘raw su.
gar' in any other shape than is specified,
shall pay a duty of 10 per cent. ‘T'he
quesiion now is, does this prevent the iu-
troduction of *country giils’ into our mar-.
ket. Redfield will please answer.

In a late abolition speech in New
York, Miss Lucy Stone said:

‘But I know so well there is collon in
the ears of men, let us lovk for hupe in
he bosom of woman.'

Won't vou find cotton there, 100, Luey !

Tug Frenchmun isa model in coolness
and philosophy. Kun away with his wife
and he looees no time in making love o
the first pretty girl ne meets. I he loos-
es a fortune, instead of taking prussic
acid, hemp, or bad rum, le indulges in
frog-soup, Medeira wine, jukes and 1be
opers.

A Faruer whose son was addicted to
gome vicious piopensities, bade the boy
drive a nail into a certain post whenever
he committed a fault, and agreed that a
nail should be drawn out whenever he
corrected an error. In process of time
tne post was completely filled with nails,

The youth became alarmed at the ex-
tent of his indiscretions, and set about re
forming himsell. One by one, the nails
were drawn out, and the father commend-
ed his noble, self denying heroism, in free-
ing himsel! from his faults,

“I'hey ore all drawn out,’said the pa~
ren'.

The boy looked sad, azd there was a
whole volume of practical wisdont in his
sadness  With an unbappy heart, he
replied :

*Zrue, father, but the scars are there
sill.?

‘Saupo, whar you git dat watch you
wear (0 meetin’ lust Sunday

*How you know 1 had watch ¥’

‘Because [ seed the chain hang out de
pocket in front.

. *Go way nigger ! Sposeyou see halter
round my neck, you tink dar hess inside
of me?

Xleroic Sampo—A negro in Boston
had a very severe attack of rheumatism,
which finally setiled in his foot. He bath~
ed it, rubbed i1, washed i, and swarthed
it, but all to no purpose. Finally, tear-
away the bandages, he stuck it out, and
shaking his fist at it, exclaimed : *Ache
away den, ole feller. ache awuy, I'shan't
do noffiin more for yer: dis child can stand
it us long a8 you cun, so ache away.’

Poverty makes people very familiar.
Let Jobn Whitely, for example, fall from
a “flourishing merchant’ to a bankrupt,
and those who oboce called him *John
Whitely, Esq-’ will ecor come to speak
of bim as ‘old Whille while those who
formerly passed h F with smileg and
elevated beavers, will exchange them for
a slap on the shoulder, and the more hear-
ty expression of * How are you old fellow?"
Misfortune melis dignity like snow in a °
June sun: ' i ‘

-

Trzy have a’*dre’ful méan wen in -
Towa. He gavethe measles ta's néc_: :
bor the other day, tind has been* ¢ p

ever since, nol he-poried with she .
measles, but because he-had 1o gived
away. Could he have. sold v

would have died boppy. He isa |
to the old gent who sesides a1 ‘P
never hds green peus fgredinner w’
vemembering the pour-—he sends (h
1o the orphon asylum. ~ © ..




